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image, when I no longer feared him whose features it
bore ?

The temple was empty. A dim light sifted through the
ceiling and the eyes of the sacred monkeys whose heads
peered from the walls.

I walked cautiously to the throne of the High Priest.
What would happen if I sat on it ? The priests said that
he who looked at the Great Ape became instantly blind.
But I had looked and nothing happened. Would I
crumble into dust if I desecrated the holy seat of the Holy
Vicar?

I touched the platform on which were carved the claws
of the Great Ape, trembling and reluctant, as one touches
the shore of a river with one's toes, fearing to plunge into
its icy waters. I jumped into the chair. I waited, breathless.
Nothing happened. I made myself comfortable, imitated
the postures of the High Priest, ruled the winds and the seas
by the motion of my hand. My foot pressed against a circular
spot on the platform. From the sacred Pit issued the response
of the Great Ape. His voice was far louder and more terrible
than it had sounded below.

How small, how dismal was the temple compared to the
hall of the gods of stone! How ludicrous the heads of the
sacred monkeys which peered from the walls ! How pathetic
the fierce heads carved upon the totem poles, caricatures
of the little tongueless people of the underworld !

And yet, why was my heart gripped as if in the web of a
giant spider ? Was it the memory of my father's body as
it lay outstretched in front of me ? Was it the echo of the
High Priest's voice which vaguely wandered about ? Was
it the ghosts of all my ancestors who once prayed and trembled
and spat here ?

I descended slowly from the throne and walked noiselessly
to the door. I looked out through a long crevice. The
rays of the moon were a hundred leashes pulling me. I